THE  SPANISH WAR
one jarring note of the day. But the crowd that now
poured along the Gran Via had become as demonstrative
as the city had previously been cold and reserved. We
were seized upon and pulled this way and that I saw
Major Lainbarri surrounded by women, old and young,
and kissed on both cheeks and on the hands. He was
striving to shout "Viva Espaiia," but his voice was
strangled with emotion, and besides, he had to cope with
a score of people at once who wished to enfold him in
their arms, to take him off his feet and shoulder him, to
seize him by the hand, to ask him a dozen questions. We
started laughing, and then it was our turn. There were
shouts of "Viva Navarra," a compliment to our Requete
berets, and Captain Aguilera, the Falangist Senor
Mohnero, and all the rest of us were separated and each
became the centre of a crowd of enthusiastic patriots,
simply mad with joy. Processions were formed and
marched up and down the Gran Via with the National
flag at their head. We were assembled in the midst of one
which escorted us in triumph to the palace of the Pro-
vincial Assembly, a magnificent stone building—Bilbao is
a city of great edifices, every bank being housed in a
palatial building. There the old Separatist Guards, men
in blue uniforms, with scarlet Basque caps, six-footers
every one of them, presented arms and flung wide open
the great iron gates which had been kept closed since
President Agmrre had fled the city.
We were glad for a moment to be able to leave the
crowd and breathe freely. It had been embarrassing, and
my companions and I had wondered whether it would not
have been tactful perhaps to have pocketed our* scarlet
berets, as we felt that possibly we were being cheered and
welcomed under false pretences. The crowd thought we
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